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1 IT'S TERRIBLE THEY" 
^ COME BACK TO LIFE 
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TERROR OF THE 
GHOUL'S CORPSE 
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BLACKHEADS 
"PETJjATE" 

Say Men, Girls 
in Choosing Date 



What a "black mark" ii ihc blackhead . . . 
according tu men and girls popular 
enough to he choosy about dates! 

"Nobody's dreaniboat '""Nobody's date 
bait 1 " And that's not all that's said of 
those who are careless about blackheads. 
Hut blackheads ARK ugly 1 Blackheads 
ARK grimy 1 And they DON'T look good 
in close-ups! 

So can you blame the fellow who says, 
"Sure, I meet lots of girls who look cute 
it fiiit glance. But if, on that second 
glime, I see dingv blackheads, it's g<mj 
ni t l,ll* 

Or can you blame the girl who con- 
fesses. "I hate to go out with a fellow 
who has blackheads. If he's careless about 
that you're sure he'll embarrass you in 
other ways, too'" 

But you — are YOUR ears burning' 
Well, you've company and, sad to say, 
good company. There are lot* of other- 
wise attractive fellows and girls who could 
date anyone they like if they'd only 
realuc how offensive blackheads are . . . 
and how easily and quickly they could 
get rid of them ... if they trout- tu' 

"He-Man" Often Guilty 
of Blackhead Crime 

Take your "he-man" . . . super at track, 
names, sports of all kinds . . . who thinks 
that after just n shower he's ready to go 
anywhere! And won't the girls all admire 
his muscles! 

Sure they would! But not ihany dance 
floor* are set up for hurdle races! Van 
can't show off your snappy left book when 
only cokes are in the ring. Tbe "he-nun" 
who's also clean-cut, will get the breaks 
wherever he is. 

Even Cute Girls 

Become Careless 

Easy, too easy, for a girl to think that if 
she has the latest in clothes and hair-do 
she needn't bother about blackhead*. A 
little more makeup, she guesses, will take 
care of that. BUT MARK IT' WONT 
HIDE BLACKHEADS! Not unless if. 
plaster of pari*, maybe I And cms good 
makeup "slips" at a dance! So don't take 
chances, cute though you may be! 



TAKE THESE TIPS TO 
BANISH BLACKHEADS 

Keep skin clean by washing morning 
an* night with warm, almost hot. 
water. U*e good soap and plenty of 
it — And finish with cool water. 
; bind every blackhead as toon 
' is you see it — with a SAFE extrac- 
tor. Don't use linger nail*. Don't 
aqueeie. That may mean infection. 
Injured tissues, a marred skin. 

Juil br clranl Be quickl And It 
lafel That's taiy! And that's ALL! 
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Parent you glad 

WE HEARD ABOUT, 
VACUTEX 



NEW! SCIENTIFIC! 
VACUUM ACTION! 

Amaring rew VACUTEX is painless . . . 
»afe . . . fail' In seconds you are rid of 
tho»e ugly blackheads that clog the pores 
. . . make sour skin look grimy and dingy 
. . . give nine's such a wrong impression 
of you. VACUTEX creates a gentle vac- 
"""• t" 'd the blackhead and eg- 

tracts it— assjhkll '—without injury to tender 
teats, Keep skin always clear 
this new scientific way. With- 
out painful steering' Without 
dangerous infection from germy 
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No Squeezing 
No Infection 
No Injury 

>l Ju.t place VACITI EX «._ CL:_ 
•.head and draw back * u OMIT 

Tissues, 



estract.r. Blackhead's out! 
Simple' But v>u"II be de- 
lighted by your instantly im- 
proved appearance. Others 
will notice your clearer, 
cleaner ikin! Try VACU- 
TEV-now! 




ACTUAL 

LEM6TH 

3 ft 



Just place VACUTEX ovtr blackhead - 

release extractor - and blockhead 's out! 



RUSH 

COUPON 

NOW! 



10 DAY 
TRIAL OFFFR 



.H^a^* DhImMinmi. Mail 
(tupon and pay BMlnin 
Mly * I 00 plui pMl||t. 

ur tav* all pr»iigr by tnclatint 
11.00 with |uar»nlc« hurm, If net 
thrilled II it rl. d e»»irrmiM 
hair a- kiathhfadi tkii a*w «wuh 
•ay— Nil rttwra VACUTCX la 10 
-ayi i*< id }| bath. Or-tr lad ay! 



10 DAY TRIAL GUARANTEE 



BALICO PRODUCTS COMPANY, D.ri. I 06 
19 West 44th St., New York 18, J*. Y. 

□ Enclosed find $1.00. Send me VACUTEX 
postpaid. 

□ Ship COD. I will pay postman $1.00 plus 
postage. 

My dollar will be refunded if I am uuf delighted. 



NAME. 



ADDRESS- 
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DOOMED TO HOVER BETWEEN THE WORLD OF THE LIVING AND THE RESTING PLACE 

OF THE DEAD.. 
CURSED TO SUFFER HERSELF. -AND 
FATED TO INFLICT DEATH, FIRE, AND ASHES UPON THE INHABITANTS OF THE 

LIVING WORLD 

ONLY ONE THING GOULD SAVE HER FROM HERSELF AND, AT THE SAME TIME, 

RID THE WORLD OF A WITCH/ 



JOHN CAMLL. PNOH/NSMT BOSTON ATrOPNfr, 
AltO HIS JUNIOIt PART N EN , PHILLIP JONES 

war on rmm way to camu. '$ ancestral 

HOHC IN SALEM FOP A WELL-DCSCRVED WEEK- 
END OP RELAXATION. 

"^ 



BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY 
OUT THIS WAV, JOHN. YOU'D 
NEVER SUSPECT WE WERE 
A HERE SIXTY MINUTES 
Of BOSTON. 



YES, IT IS 

NICE HERE, ISN'T 
IT? THIS IS VERY 
HISTORIC GROUND 
TOO, PHILLIP. YOU 
MUST HAVE HEARO 
ALL ABOUT THE 
SALEM WITCHES. , 



y WITCHES / HA HA / 

' I SHOULD THINK THAT AN 
OLD SALEMITE LIKE YOU 
WOULD BE ASHAHEO TO 
REMIND SOHEONE OF THE 
I0NORANT SUPERSTITION 
WHICH WAS SO WIDE- 
SPREAD IN THESE 
PARTS/ HA HA/ 



ffe 



•* LAUOH IF YOU ""VI 

WANT TO, MY BOY , " 

BUT SOME VERY SANE 

AND INTELLIGENT MEN 

HAVE SWORN THAT THEY 

HAVE SEEN GHOSTS AND 

WITCHES IN SALEM. 
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THE tiRL HAD INDEED BEEN THROWN CLEAR, BUT AS 

rne two men hushed toward her prostrate 

FORM, NEITHER HELD HUCH HORE FOR HER SONVIV- 

ins rue erne and rue torn fall. 




The ones t/ons which pushed to ca hill's lips 

HAD teen STIFLCD BY HIS FRIEND, BUT THE 

wystcny of who rne sipl was and what sne 

MAO Brei* DOING IN THAT HOUSE BOTHERED 

JOHN CAH/LL PCNHAPS, THAT IS WHY He 

BID NOT See THAT CUNVe IN THe NOAD-... 





Luckily home wck semoi/scr injured, but rnt 

AUTOMOBILE WAS A TOTAL LOSS 





Bur the party never came about, fob a Ftw 

HOURS AFTER ABIGAIL HAD TAKtH THt SHEARS TO 

CUT FL OWERS THE CARASE BURNED TO THt 

SROUND. 





NOW STfiANGE TO FIND ABIGAIL'S 
SHAWL IN THE ASHES/ IT ALONE WAS 
UNTOUCHED BY THE FLAMES. AND 
HOW DID IT SET THERE? A FANTASTK^ 
THOUGHT OCCUfiED TO JOHN CAHILL. 



f IT'S RIDICULOUS-- AND YET._ 
' FIRE DOES FOLLOW WHERE 
EVER SHE GOES- AND NEVER 
HARMS HER. EVEN HER CLOTHING 
■ WILL NOT BURN/. 
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THERE WAS A RHYME 
MT GRANDMOTHER USED TO 
RECITE WHEN I WAS A CHILD IN 
SALEM. .'AN INNOCENT WOMAN 
BURNED ASA WITCH. .SHALL 
RETURN FROM THE ASHES, 
RETURN FROM HER DITCH.. 
SHE'LL BRING WITH HER 
FIRE„"..AND..ANO.. 
I CAN'T RECALL THE 
LAST LINE.- i 
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IM THIS CENTIMES OLD VOLUME, JOHN CAHILL 
HEAD THE ACCOUNT OF THE TRIAL OF ABIGAIL 
SHEFFIELD. 




* AglCAIL SHEFFIELD , YOU ARE ACCUSED OF BEING 
A WITCH. YOU CANNOT TESTIFY IN YOUR OWN 
BEHALF BECAUSE IT IS 
WELL-KNOWN THAT 
ALL WITCHES. 









And having finished, the 6hosts of the cursel 
puritans vanished, and abigail with them. all 
that remained was a shall hound of dust 
when* once the beautiful abigail had stood 



"AN INNOCENT WOMAN BURNED AS A WITCH.. SHALL 
RETURN FROM THE ASHES, RETURN FROM THE DITCH.. 
SHE'LL BRING WITH HER, FIRE, BRING IT SHE MUST 
..UNTIL A MAN'S LOVE 

CAN RETURN NER TO , |T ^ A W|TCH , 

LOVED. MY LOVE WON 

HER AND FREED HER. NO 

ONE WILL EVER BELIEVE 

OUR STORY/ 




THt FIRST TIME JIM BIXSON HEARO THE AOONIZED WHIMPERS HE WAS SURE HIS EARS ANO THE TROPICS 
PLAYIN6 STRANCE TRICKS. BUT AS TIME WENT ON, THE KEENINB WAILS SENT SHIVERS Of FEAR THROUGH HIM. 
FOR SUOOENLV, JIM 8IXON IDENTIFIED THE EERIE NOISES— THEY WERE HUMANS. THE CRKS OF UNFORTU- 
NATES, IN DISTRESS. BUT WHAT KIND OF HUMANS ♦ ONLY OR. SHARON KNEW THE ANSWER. ONLY DR. SHARON 
HELD THE AWESOME KEY. MERC It A TALE THAT WILL CHILL YOUR BLOOO. CALL IT. . . . 




It was at explorer frank chapman's strange 
funeral that bixon first met dr. sharon- 



At THE PIONEERS' CLUB IN NEW YORK JIM BIXON 
COMES ACROSS A STRANGE NEWSPAPER AD. . . 



YES, FRANK DIED IN TIBET SEVEN 
MONTHS AGO. HE WANTED TO BE 
BURIEO HERE. I COULDN'T MOVE 
HIS BODY Z BURN ED IT. THESE 
ARE HIS ASHES. 



FUNNY, FRANK'S 
LAST LETTER WAS 

POST MASKED 

ERICA. 




' THAT'S THE MAN AT FRANK'S 
FUNERAL. SOUNDS AS FISHY AS 
FRANK'S DEATH. I'LL VISIT HIM. 
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AT A STRANGE 
KO. HOW KDUUAIt, 
FEEL, BUT IT'S 
STONY I MOST 

brrrwHAT a 



Meanwhile marcy merry, a 
reporter on the daily tab. had 
seen sent to on. sharon's 
office to set a stony on the 
itranse ao. there she met 

IIXON 




Thus, my next introduction to or. 
sharon. hi seemed frienoly 
enoush. sot i couldn't figure why 
me won't want a story. after all- 

me'o advertised. 



It seemeo strange to me even then, this immaculate, precise 

man usin8 so 0epress1n8 a place as an office. but explor ers 

oo stranse thinss... r«««W~:.„- ...'_ . ._. N 





BlXON SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN THEN THOSE 
OOLLS EXERTED A 
STRANGE MAO IN- 
FLUENCE OVER OR. 
SHARON. BUT ALL 
HE COULD SEE WAS 
A DISTRAUGHT MAN. 
ANYWAY HE WANTED 
TO LEARN THE TRUTH 
ABOUT FRANK CHAP- 
MAN SO LISTEN TO 
HIM TELL HIS STORY. 



I WANTED DESPERATELY TO FIND OUT ABOUT FRANK 
CHAPMAN. SO I OUESTIONED NOTHIMS. NEVER- 
THELESS, I COULDN'T SHAKE OFF A STRANGE FEEL- 
W THAT SUDDENLY CREPT OVER ME. 

WHAT'S 60T INTO ME ? I'M 
NOT tOARED, BUT IT FEELS 
LIKE ICY FINGERS ARE 

.HANGING ON MY HEART. 




And so we nosed out, ~\ ^ 

HEADING FOR SOUTH AMERICA AND TERRAIN NEW \ 
TO ME. INCJDENTALLY.MY EFFORTS TO FIND SOMEONE\ 
WHO KNEW OF SHARON HAD FAILED. BUT THIS WAS \ 
EXCITEMENT, MY LIFE. SO WHY SHOULD I FEAR? 

YES JIM, I'VE ALWAYS BEEN A LONE * 
WOLF. 1 KNOW I WAS UPSET TODAY, 
BUT YOU HAVE NO IDEA WHAT JU- ju 

DOLLS ARE WORTH. AND WHEN I 

COME BACK- I'LL HAVE MORE 
TREASURES LIKE THEM f 



IS THAT 
WHAT WE'RE 

GOING AFTER?) 



80 WE WERE AFTER JU-JU DOLLS / CRUEL SOUTH 
AMERICAN NATIVES HAD MADE ANO WORSHIPED 
THE EVIL THlNtS FOR CENTURIES. MOURNFUL 
WHIMPERS SUDDENLY CAME TO MY EARS AS I 
STOOD BY THE RAIL... AND THEN... 



THAT'S STRAN6E. THERE'S NO-WIND"? 
BUT THOSE NOISES... I'D BETTER 
LOOK BELOW. 






I DECIDED TO 60 DOWN INTO THE CARGO HOLD AND 
INVESTIGATE. BUT THE NOISE SUDDENLY STOPPED 
AS I SOT THERE ■( , en „, n HAUF ~ 

SWORN THAT NOISE CAME FROM 
HERE. WHAT'S THAT? 




Suddenly, a figure detacheo itself 
from the gho stly sha0ow9.i 

'HERE, YOU, 
"WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING 




1 PELT A SUDDEN DRAFT OF COLO AIR. PANIC- STRICKEN, I REACHED 
FOR MY SUN. BUT IT WAS OULY.. 

OR. SHARON? 



WHAT ARE YOU SNOOPING 
AROUNO POR. Z TOLD YOU 
.THERE WAS NO STORY. 
I'LL PUT YOU IN IRONS.] 
I'LL.. 



TAKE IT EASY, 
DOC. SHE'S 

, BADLY FRIGHT- 
ENED. BESIDES, I 
SHE WAS ONLY 
TRYING TO DO 
HER JOB. 



'I MANAGED TO CALM OR. SHARON 
DOWN. HE ORDERED MARCY TO BED, 
THEN DISAPPEARED, SAYING I COULO 
LOOK OUT FOR HER.f 

NOW WHAT SCARED 




I--I DON'T LIKE > 
TO THINK OP IT. IT 

WAS HIDEOUS. 

THOSE .CRIES.JUST 

LIKE HUMANS. BUT 

THERE WAS NO ONE 

AROUND. NOTHING -- 

BUT THIS. I FOUND 

IT ON THE FLOOR. 




It was a new sound, a crooning, mournful oiroe that 
suddenly struck fear into both our hearts. for it 
seemed to be drawing us to it, magnetically, irre- 
sistibly. ..we moveo closer and thcn..r 



oh, my pretties. you were nearly 
ruined in new york. but now i shall 
take care of you. and soon you 
Will be joined by others. 




SHARON TOLD US THE JU-JU DOLUS WERE OUR COFFIN* 
AND WHEN THE TIME CAME TO PROVE Hit THEORY TO THE 

WORLD. HE WOULD REANIMATE US HIS PERFECT 

SPECIMENS. 





A MIRACULOUS TRANSFORMATION TOOK 
RLACt.HIS BODY BE6AN TO SHAKE ANO... 

''JIM r HE'S GETTING AS 






rt&ZS*' 




THE tnUNOKTHINO KILLED on. SHARON ANO ANY CHANCE 

Of OUR BEINQ SAVED 



Frank chapman's shost cntombeous 
in our ju-ju dolls — merry and ml . 




In the graveyard the oolls lav for years • One day the CURATOR OF THE SANTOS MUSEUM RECEIVES 



UNTIL THE DAY ANOTHER EXPEDITION FROM 



A LETTER... 



ARGENTINA CAME ALONG. ..f 



WHAT A WONDERFUL FIND . . PERFECT 
SPECIMENS OF JU-JU ART. T««Y 
LOOK SO ALIVE, THEY SEEM TO 
BE TRYING TO SPEAK. X MUST 
ND THEM TO 
MUSEUM, tri 



UNI 

THE 



l WE TRIED TO 
J TELL THEM WE 
fWERE ALIVE. THEY 

.COULDN'T HEAR 
US? 
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ANO SO THE DOLLS WERE PUT ON DISPLAY AT THE 

MUSEUM.. . 



WE TRIED TO SPEAK. TO CALL OUT TO THEM — 
'HELP US. HELP US'— BUJ NO ONE COULO HEAH 
— NO ONE... 





NO... NO ... DON'T, I'LL 
NEVER REVEAL YOUR 

SECRET... DON'T 

QOOOOOHHHHHV 




A SINISTER FIGURE 
STALKING THE EERIE 
NIGH T...A TERRIFIED 
SCREAM TEARS FROM A 
HUMAN THROAT AS 
GLEAMING FANGS BITE 
INTO SOFT WHITE FLESH. 
AND THEN.. NOTHING BUT 
SILENCE.. GRAVEYARD 
SILENCE' THERE IS ONLY 
THE MOURNFUL WIND 
CRYING OVER THE BLOOD- 
LESS BODY LYING IN 
GHOSTLY SHADOWS WHICH 
HIDE THE CHILUN6— 

"MARK of the TOMB" 



Bur when police and coroner arrived — all 

WAS STILL, AS STILL AS THE WITHERED AND LIFE- 
LESS BOOT SO WANTONLY ATTACKED. 





YEAH, I KNOW, ROONEY, 
'DRACULA.* I SUPPOSE YOU'RE 
GOING TO TELL ME MY 
BUSINESS AND THAT A 
CREATURE OF DARKNESS 010 
THIS. THERE'S NO 
SUCH THING . 




THE ONLY TROUBLE WAS THAT DETECTIVE 
MONEY DIDN'T THINK LOUt ON EA0 
ENOUGH. FOR JUST A SHORT DISTANCE AWAY, 
A SINISTER FIGURE STANDS USTENIHG 



Naturally, the story rated ^ceinthe ■■£*£* 

PAPER HEADLINES ANO IT JUST HARDENED TO »E WHAT 
THE YOUNG SCIENTIST, DR. J* DREXEL, WAS LOOKINS AT. 




WHAT'S SO ENGROSSING IN 
THAT PAPER, JIM? X 
ALWAYS THOUGHT YOU HAD 
AN EYE FOR A PRETTY 
GIRL, SO I BRING YOU MSS 
KATHY CORBIN-. AND 
YOU DON'T EVEN 
LOOK UP. 



GLAD TO MEET YOU, 
KATHY. IT* TH» MOW- I 
BIBLE ACCIDENT LAST 
NIGHT AT THE CEMETERY, | 

DOCTOR NEAR YOUR^ 

TOMB. 



w< 



TOMB? YOUR TOMB..) YES. MY DEAR. I HAVE A PET 
_0R. MARSAK ? I— ^THEORY THAT AFTER ACER- 
" y TAB! ABB, ONE SHOULD PREPARE 
FOR DEATH. SO SINCE I HAVE A 
WORTHY SUCCESSOR IN DR. DREXEL, 
WHY SHOULD I NOT DEVOTE MYSELF 
TO PREPARING FOR THE 
HEREAFTER P 



V 




When dr.uarsak leaves... 



THAT POOR GRAVE-TENDER COULDN'T PREPARE FORI 
DEATH. IT MUST HAVE BEEN GHASTLY. I'M GLAD, 
THOUGH. DR.MARSAK DIDNT READ ABOUT VAMPIRES^ 
DOING IT (AS ROONEY SUGGESTED). I'LL TELL 
HIM LATER WHEN THERE"Sr- 



MORE TIME . 



HEAVENS, NO» IN HIS YOUTH/ 
HE WAS BANISHED FROM HIS 
OWN VILLAGE IN EUROPE, 
BECAUSE HE TRIED TO 
HELf THE PEASANTS 
CONQUER THEIR 
SUPERSTITIONS. 



.>*s 
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DOES DR.MARSAK 
BELIEVE IN THOSE 
FOOLISH TALES? 



V,Jfl 





'MaRSAK,' JIU TTLLS KATHY, VwfV E*T* THEN 

that sower would mot admit rm exist - 
tnct of tHouu or death, but ro the 
villagers they were real. 




"Seizins this opportunity ro set 

TNT VILLAGERS' FEARS AT REST, 
MARSAK WtHT OUT ALONE TO PINO 
KLAUS. IT WAS A DARK, WILO 
NI9HT /' 

Tools?" i shall show them, klaus 

MUST COME ALONG THIS TRAIL . AH, 
It THAT THE SOUND OP HIS MULES' 
HOOVES I HEAR OVER THIS 
WILO WIND? 



'Suddenly, a wild, blood- curdling scream hang out in 

JHEDISrAMCE^ 




AS MARSAK BENT OVER TO 
AID THE STRICKEN MAN, 
SOME THINS ENVELOPED 

HIM * 



'~.Ano everything went black, in the 
morning. anxious villagers found them., 
klaus was dead, stiff, and cold. marsak 
was barely alive.' 






THAT'S ALL RIGHT, 
JIM. KATHY SHOULD 
KNOW . I HOPE YOU 
DON'T BELIEVE IN 
VAMPIRES, YOUNG 



BUT YOU COULDN'T 
CONVINCE DETECTIVE 
ROONEY. THAT WAS A 
FUNNY TOUCH IN THE 
TRAGIC STORY OF THE 
GRAVE-KEEPER'S DEATH. 
ROONEY LIVES AT MY 

)ARDINfl HOUSE, KATHY. 





Naturally, kathy was very harry in her job. 
r*oh marsak she learned many or sciences 
mysteries. then one day, in the lab. 



Quickly, dr. marsar takes kathy's finger 
between his lirs. 





I HOPE I DIDN'T FRIGHTEN 
YOU, CHILD. I HAD TO «ET 

THAT BLOOD OUT. THAT 
CHEMICAL MIGHT HAVE 
KILLED YOU. 





That eveninb, mum AT rut 

SOARDIN0 HOUSE WHERE THtt BOTH 
LIVt, KATHY TILLS JM OF HtR 
NEAR TRAtMOY. 



I'M OLAD DR. MARSAK WAS _. 
THERE TO HELP. FEEL Jf flu ».Y t'u 
RIOHT ENOUOH FOR A >%. V1NQ . L|TTL , 
MOVE TONWHTf,-^^"^" 1 ^ 
I'D SETTER GET TO BED 
EARLY, JIM. MAYBE 
SOME OTHER NIGHT, 




And so kathy weht. to see early, 

COHFIDEHT THAT IN THt AtOAWNS SHE'D 
FEEL SETTER. EHSROSSED IN HER 

book, she ooesN'r see the strahse^ 
fisure at Men WINDOW ... 

( 000 THAT I SHOULD 
\ PEEL SO WEAK. 




Suddenly, thc wihdow opens 
hoiselessly and into the room 
comes a creature of the pits.\ 
it leaps, cutting kathys scream \ 

SHOUT— 




But jm had heard kathy's terrified 

CRY FOR HELP. I 




After giving kathy a 

SEDATIVE, Jim DEC/DESTO 
STAY BY HER... ■ 




LOOK AT 
THIS/ THE 
SAME MARKS WERE 
IN THAT DEAD GRAVE- 
KEEPER BUT I JUST 
CHECKED OUTSIDE HERE 
NO THERE 
FOOTPRINT. 




JUST A COINCIDENCE, 
ROONEY. CLASS CUTS. 
SAY, DON'T TELL ME 
YOU'RE OFF ON THAT 
VAMPIRE ROUTINE AGAIN ' 
00 ON TO BED. I'LL 
SIT UP WITH 
(CATHY. 



JUST THE SAME, 
III. BET IT AIN'T 

ALL FICTION. 
THERE MUST BE 
SOME TRUTH IN IT. 
OKAY, GOOO NIBHT. 
BUT I'M LOOKINO 
AROUND AGAIN. 



As jim Keeps his yisil. Me oozes... just 

A CATNAP. KATHY OPENS HER EYES AND 

Sees JIM BUT SUDOENLY, FROM A 

DISTANCE, A SOFT, INSINUATING 
VOICe CALLS-.- 



w 



I at Jvi 



***\ 




IM A THANCC-UKC STATC, KATHY DOCS AS SHE 
IS BIDDEN . HeH SOFT WHITe AMIS ENFOLD JIM 

and rne next instant, shanp wnire reern 
km ire his necK... ~ 



AS HIS BOOT WEAKENS STRANGELY, JIM 
SUMMONS ALL HIS RESERVE STRENGTH . NT 
WSHeS KATHY AWAY... THEN TM ROOM 
NEVOLVeS DIZZILY--. 




Quickly, jim wmests a stake ffom a heamby 
dmlft fence amd ohdems mooney to do the 
same... as the tomb doom opens, amd 
kayhy vanishes// 




AS JIM AND DETECTIVE MOONEY 
ENYEM THE TOMS. A GHASTLY SIGHT * 
SEHDS CHILLS OF HOMMOM UM AND, 
DOWN YHEm SPINES. 




His heamt heavy, buy mealiziho what 

MUST BE DOME, JIM OHIVES THE WOOCEH 
SPIKE INTO MAHSAK'S HEAMT. St/ODEHLY, 4 
CHILL INS SCHCAM ECHOES AMD ME ECHOES 
YHMOVSH THE TOMB. 



Put the scmeam which stmuck such tehmom - 
into moohey's heamt, was a07 tomn fmom 
the devil-possessed soul of dm mamsak, 
but fhot* kathy's thmoat 




IT WAS WHILE I WAS DOZINO 
IN KATHY'S ROOM THAT 1 
THOUGHT OF MARSAK* EXPERIENCE 
IN THE VILL AOE OF HIS YOUTH . 
I WAS THINKING OF WHAT MIGHT 
HAVE HAPPENED IF A VAMPIRE, 
AND NOT A MULE i HAD ATTACKED 
HIM. AND THEN SUDDENLY IT 

WAS CLEAR HIS Fl RST AID 

TO KATHY'S FINSER/ HE 
COULDN'T HELP HIMSELF/ 
TONIGHT, HE ATTACKED KATHY 
AGAIN, TO MAKE HER HIS SLAVE 
FOREVER. FORTUNATELY WE 
STOPPED HIM IN TIME 





A MIDNIGHT RIDE WITH DEATH 



.• 



rwos one of those nights in late February when 
the world seems a cold and desolate place. 
Snow clouds hung in the skies like the curtains of 
Impending doom, and the sharp penetrating wind 
blew unchecked from the North, chilling John 
Porter to the very marrow of his bones. 

John Porter drew back the edge of his left glove 
to look at his watch, and noting the time hastily re- 
placed the flap and plunged both hands, gloves 
and all, into his overcoat pockets. "Almost mid- 
night," he shivered, "and that, blasted bus isn't 
here yell" Standing against the lamp post, taking 
advantage of the slight windbreak it afforded and 
grateful for the small pool of light it shed, John 
Porter had ample time to speculate on what had 
happened to delay his bus to make it at feast an 
hour late and to roundly curse all buses, trains, 
taxis, and trolleys which left travelers quaking with 
cold on such nights as this. • 

It had been a long day at the office, he reflected. 
Prom eight o'clock in the morning to ten forty-five) 
of night, he hod toiled. Fourteen and a half hours 
of feverish activity to make that short deadline 
was bad enough, without standing on this street 
corner for more than an hour and a quarter wait- 
ing for a bus home while the freezing weather 
geawed at his flesh like a ravenous animal. 

• 

"Ah-h-h, here comes the bus at last," John 
Porter sighed with relief, as headlights glowed 
f - ' dully In the distance. Once aboard, he'd be home 
in his warm bed in less than an hour. Such were 
the thoughts of John Porter as he waited for the 
arrival of his bus— home, warmth, and a soft coxy 
bed. 

As the .lights came steadily closer, John Porter 
squinted his eyes and peered into the teeth of the 
gale so as to see the bus better, as if this action 
would make its arrival any speedier. And then 
when the realization that the lights he hod seen 
wore not those of his bus, but merely those of a 
small pick-up truck, John Porter gasped in bitter 
disappointment. And yet, perhaps this truck was 
going In his direction. The thought occurred that 
perhaps if he could stop the little truck he might 
Induce Its driver to take him home— maybe for a 
dollar or two the man might be willing. With a cry, 
John Porter leaped into the street and with a wav- 
ing of hands brought the vehicle to a stop. 

"I— I'm stuck out here w— without any way of 
g-aetting h— home," John Porter stuttered through 
lips blue with frost. "Can you give me a lift? Wll 
make ft worth your whilel" 



"Please do come In,'' came the soft reply froi 
the truck and John Porter wasted no time occep 
ing the invitation, pulling open the door and bur 
dling in beside the driver. "Where are yo 
headed?" the driver asked in a low, mild voice. 

"Roslindale," John Porter said. "Thafs only < 
few towns away from here. If you keep headec 
south on this road you pass right through—". 

"I know," the driver answered In a voice so quiet 
and gentle that John Porter had to listen very 
closely. "I've been to Roslindale many times. In 
fact, I have two stops there tonight. One on Janus 
Street and the other on Ruthven Place." 

"Ruthven Placet" John Porter fairly shouted. 
"What luck! I live on Ruthven Placet You can take 
me practically to my door without going out of 
your way! What wonderful luckt" The driver did 
not reply. 

As his eyes became more accustomed to the dark- 
ness inside the truck, John Porter took stock of his 
surroundings and the man who had been so kind 
as to give him a lift. The truck was unlike any he 
had ever seen, ft was one of those foreign mokes, 
John Porter decided, and it ran pretty good too. 
Why, try as he would he couldn't hear the motor. 
And the driver, he must be a foreigner, too. He 
was a little man. Hardly more than five feet tall 
and very thin. He was dressed all in black and he 
wore a short black cape. It was the cape which con- 
vinced John Porter that the man was not American. 
"Nobody dresses that way in this country," he 
thought. The man, himself, outside of his unusual 
dress and his slight build, was a very ordinary 
looking individual. He looked more like an elderly 
floor-walker in a big department store than he 
did a truck driver— except for his eyes, which were 
bright and piercing with an inner light all of their 
own, like a cat's. Looking at this little man, John 
Porter suddenly .had the feeling that all was not 
well. He couldn't explain what it was that he felt, 
but for on uneasy moment he wished he were still 
on that freezing street corner waiting for the bus 
which did not come. 

• 

"What nonsense is this?" he almost cried aloud. 
"The wind must have addled my brainsl" And then, 
addressing the driver, "It certainly Is a bad night. 
r*m very grateful to you for stopping for me." 

The sound of the driver's voice was almost like 
an echo coming from afar. "Yes, I suppose ft Is 
a nasty night for you. AH nights are pretty much 
the same to me. And I very seldom pick up hitch- 
hikers. The only reason I did b because I have a 



{••ling that you mutt b« at a certain place at a 
certain time tonight." 

That wo* a very strong* reply. John Porter didn't 
like the tound of the man's voice, much lest the 
words thot he spoke. Perhaps he was riding with a 
madman. Well, he'd humor him along until they 
stopped and then he'd jump out and get away. 

But the little driver gave him no cause to think 
he was mad. His actions were deliberate. He drove 
well. John Porter remembered the black cape and 
decided that all foreigners seem a bit strange to 
Americans until they get to know them. They rode 

on in silence. 

• 

Abruptly the truck slid to a stop. The driver 
looked at John Porter and unsmilingly said, "I have 
something to get here. I won't be a moment." 

John Porter watched him, take a small empty 
box from the rear of the truck and walk up the path- 
leading to the house they hod parked in front of, 
and without knocking, enter through the large 
front door. "Hmphl" John Porter snorted, "A de- 
livery man walking in the front door, and not even 
knockingl He'll got the 'heave-ho' fast enoughl" 
Iwt the little man did not got the "heave-ho." a* 
John Porter put it. As John Porter watched the front 
door, something fastened to that door caught hit 
•ye In the darkness, ft was round. It was uneven, 
ft was . . . H was a funeral wreothf A bolt of shock 
quiwered through his legs. Even as the realization 
that this was a house of death struck him, the little 
driver returned, struggling under the weight of the 
•mall box which he hod apparently filled in the 
house. 

"All right," the driver said, almost cheerily, "Lot's 
go. I have one more stop to make before I go to 
your street;" John Porter did not answer. For some 
reason he was frightened, terribly frightened, al- 
though he was taller, younger, and no doubt 
stronger than the little driver of this truck. 

After what seemed on eternity, the truck stopped 
again. The little driver looked at his stick of cards 
which he kept in his pocket and said, "197 Janus 
Street, Roslindale. Good. I'll be right back. I have 
another pick-up here." 

John Porter watched him ogain. Once more the 
slight little man in the black cape walked up the 
front path with a small empty box. Once more he 
neither knocked nor rang, but entered through the 
front door. And once more, John Porter saw to his 
pure horror, the door bore the Wock wrtrth of 

John Porter fumbled with the door latch and 
sprung out. Nothing could induce him to continue 
*o ride with that horrid little man with the morbid 
occupation. Jvtf what was hit occupation, by the 
way, whkh dealt with making the rounds of houses 



which hod recently known death? Curiosity over- 
came fear and John Porter, himself, walked up the 
path to the house with the wreath. Not to the doorl 
Oh no, nothing could moke him enter. Instead, to 
the windows on the side of the house, John Porter 



There was a window to someone's bedroom, 
John Porter could tell by the curtains, and stepping 
close to the pane, he peered inl There before him 
was a scene which burned his eyes with a terrible 
fear and horror unknown to description. There was 
the little driver bonding over the bed on which a 
deod man lay with arms folded across its chest in 
rigor mortit. The little driver was speaking to the 
corpse and nodding, as if he had received his 
answer from the tight white lips of the body on 
the bod. Forthwith, the little man withdrew a box 
from beneath his black cape, opened ft, and closed 
ft without s eemingly putting anything into it. But 
when ho twtfi to leave the room, he struggled 
beneath the weight of the box as though it now 
contained solid leadl 

Suppressing a shriek, John Porter ran. Faster 
and faster ho fled. He lost his hat, his scarf foil 
away, his heart beat like a trip hammer and his 
chest ached with the strain of his long wild flight. 
Even as he ran to get away from the scene he 
had just witnessed, even as his brain fevered with 
the tight ho hod just seen, the sickening remem- 
brance of the driver's words came back to him. . . . 
"Two stops in Rasimdalt . . . one on Janvt Str—t 
. . . one on Rufftven Place. . . . Ruthven Placel John 
Porter's street! 

The light in the window of John Porter's house 
beckoned to him as his running feet disobeyed the 
pleading of his tortured lungs. Even if he wanted 
to stop his mod race short of his house, John Porter 
could not- have done so, for Panic was his master. 

As ho lunged for his house, John Porter tripped 
and fell. As his head struck the edge of the front 
step with a sickening crunch, all the blackness in 
the universe seemed to close in. For eternities ft 
teemed thus, and then the blackness lifted like a 
mist before a soft mild voice. John Porter could not 
move, could not open his eyes, but he could see/ 
The little man in the black capo bent over him with 
an empty box. 

"John Porter," the little driver said, "the last stop 
in Roslindale was for you. I had to give you that 
ride, you see, because no one must miss his ap- 
pointment with doothl" 



And John Porter somehow knew the little man 
was right. He feared no longer. His soul was re- 
leased and put in the box by the little man in 
black and John Porter returned to the world of 
blackness to eternal rest. 



* 



Alan saxton was a cynical young mam .' he mad no fear or age-old horrors summoned from 

THE ABYSS OF COSMIC GHOULS THAT ROAM THE ETHER IN SEARCH OF PREY-. OF COUNTLESS THINGS THAT 
WALK BY NIGHT- UNTIL- HE CAME FACE TO FACE WITH THE HORRIBLE APPARITION OF VINCENT ZOLTAM 
ON ITS MISSION OF... 




When the 
mysterious 

VINCENT 
ZOLTAN WAS 
BURIED, THE 
ENTIRE TOWN 
OF CHATTAM. 
MAINE TURNED 
OUT FOR 
HIS FUNERALp" 
AMONG 
THEM WAS 
ALAN 
SAXTON, 
THE 
WRITER? 



HM ... THAT WAS A 
STRANGE SERMON- 'V 




IT'S no use.' HE didn't EVEN WAIT 
TO MEAN MY ANSWER. NOW THAT MY 
INTEREST IS AROUSED. I'L L VISIT 

HIM TONIGHT IF I HAVE TO FLY.' 



And 
later that 

NIGHT, AS 
ALANSAXTOM 
WAS WALK- 
ING TO HIS 
UNCLE'S 
HOUSE.... 





ALAN SAXTON? YES, I KNOW WHO YOU ARE . . . 
HEH.HEH. ..IT'S MY BUSINESS TO KNOW EVERY- 
TNINSf THAT'S WHY I 
MUST WARN YOU... 
OVER THERE LIES 
DANGER/ DON'T 60. 




DANGER? WHAT 
TALKING ABOUT 



' ARE YOU "\ 
| SAY, WHO J 



REMEMBER WHAT X 
SAID. BEWARE OF 

KDUSE--IT HOLDS( 
DEATH.' HEh- 




A3 THE LAST OF THE SAXTONS, I INTENC 
TO LEAVE MY MONEY TO YOU... BUT YOU 
MUST AGREE TO PROTECT THE VAULT . 
HARBORING MY BODY-- AFTER 
\TM SOME /HO ONE MUST 
TOUCH IT. _. 




• 



YES.OFCOURSE...BUT 
YOUR REQUEST IS- 
WELL... IT $ 

EXTRAORDINARY f 




ENOUGH '. YOU'LL BENEFIT 
BY MY FORTUNE, AND 
I'LL HAVE MY PEACE f 
VINCENT ZOLTAN WON'T 
CONQUER ME 
YET' 




METERING 
THUS TO 
HIMSELF, 
THE OLD 
MAN CALLED 
FOR HIS 
CARETAKER 
WHO TURNED 
OUT TO BE 
A BEAUTIFUL 
YOUNG GIRL' 



JOAN.. WHY DOES') I CANNOT TELL 




MY UNCLE ACT < YOU, SIR f BUT 




SO STRANGELY* ^WHATEVER IT 




IS SOMETHING THE A IS , YOU'LL FIND 




MATTER ? WHAT IS^/ OUT IN TIME f 




THIS ALL "^ "> GOOD NIGHT' 




ABOUT ? jfl^^ — \i ^ 


BHBkBJuL* ~ I f^'~X. IBB' 


wKm^m 





>J 



ft 



The YOUNG MAN WENT HOME 
THAT NIGHT THINKING THAT 
HIS UNCLE HAD LOST HIS MINOf 
THREE DAYS LATER, A TELE- 
GRAM ARRIVED FOR HIM... 



ShOCKEO, AND MUCH OISTURBED, 
ALAN UVED THROUGH A WEEK OF 
CONFUSION WHAT WITH SETTLING 
HIS UNCLES AFFAIRS AND ARRANG- 
ING HIS BURIAL... THEN CAME THE 
READING OF THE WILL... 





But nothing 
came out of the 

investigation., 
alan settled 
in his uncle's 
house.. in the 
months that 
followed, it 
was inevitable 
that he would 
*be attracted 
to the beauti- 
ful caretaker.. 



Indeed. the only 
task that mar- 
red alan's con- 
tentment, was 
a nightly in- 
SPECTION Of THE 
BURIAL VAULT'S 
SEALS- ACCORD- 
ING TO HIS UNCLES 
WISHES? THOUGH 
TRIVIAL, IT HAD 
BECOME INCREAS- 
INGLY IRRITAflNG- 



Alan.out for a STROLL.SEES 
THE FIGURE MAKE ITS WAY 
STEALTHIOT TO THE VAULT f 




A TRESPASSERf I'LL FOLLOW 
HIM-- AND SEE WHAT HE'S 
UP TO? 



As THE MUFFLED STRANGER 
FUMBLED WITH THE SEALS OF 
THE VAULT, ALAN SPRANG 
UPON HIM ANGRILY... 



But the 

intruder 

WHIRLED 
NOUNO.AND- 




you'll think I'm cf 
joan.. but i swear 

SEEN A GHOST ! IT., r 
HORRIBLE? IT STOOI 
THERE NEAR UNCLE 
VAULT LAUGHING t 
SHRIEKING... 




HE'S COME BACK f VINCENT 
ZOLTAN HAS COME BACK f 



WHAT IS IT.JOAN* TELL ME THE) 
TRUTH '. YOU KNOW THE SECRET ' 
OF THESE WEIRD EVENTS? I 
CAN SEE IT ON YOUR FACE i 
TELL ME ...f 



Sobbing desperately, the girl bi 
to tell alan a strange -story 
sent chills running down his 3 




Ten years 

AGO, YOUR 
UNCLE 
ACQUIRED 
A TASTE FOR 
BLACK MAGIC 
WHICH ONLY ZOL- 
TAfl COULD SATISFY...? 
THEY BECAME FRIENDS, 
AND OFTEN SPENT 
NIGHTS CONDUCTING 
HORRIBLE EXPERIMENTS 
EVEN X KNEW NOTHING 
ABOUT-f 



Your uncle dug 

him OUT AND 

buried him in 
the backyard 
with the proper 
spells' but he 
forgo"' that 
zoltan could 
return to life, 
for those 
killed by 
sorcery roam 
between the 
worlds in. 
search of 
their murder- 
ERS f 




MAT SAXTON COMMITTED SUICIDE SO THAT HIS 
SOUL WOULO NOT BE FORFEIT TO ZOLTAN f BUT 
HIS BODY WAS VULNERABLE TO ZOLTAN'S SPIRIT 
WHO COULD USE IT FOR A NEW EXISTENCE ON 

EARTH f FOR THAT REASON, 
IT HAD TO BE 
PROTECTED -.UNTIL 
IT FINALLY 
DECOMPOSED? 



Yes, those killed by sorcery 
cannot rest, but seek their 
killer's body and soul. 






. 



But a 

THIRD 
PRES- 
ENCE WAS 
IN THE 

ROOM, AND 
WHEN 
ALAN HAD 
RUSHED 
DOWN- 
STAIRS-. 



WHY 010 YOU 

TELL HIM MY 
SECRET, MY 
OEAR? 




The CREATURE WRAPPED 
ITS SINUOUS COILS 
AROUNO THE HORRIFIED 
GIRL...AN0 ATERRIBLE 
TRANSFORMATION 
TOOK PLACE? 




A FEW MOMENTS LATER... 



NOW COME WITH ME AS YOU 

REALLY ARE.' LOVE HIM, DO 
YOU? HA.HA...BEGONE...8EGONE 
TO YOUR PROPER PLACE.' VEN- 
GEANCE IS MINE, AND I SHALL 
CLAIM MAT SAXTON'S BODY 
FOR MY OWN f HA, HA, HA... 



JOAN.. I'VE FOUND A WAY TO-- 
JOAN..WHERE ARE YOU? SHE'S 

GONE. ..AND THERE'S A MUSTY 
ODOR IN THE ROOM... AN 
ODOR OF DEATHf 



IT CAME FROM THE VAULT t THE 
6HOST HAS BROKEN THE SEALS ? 
I'LL CALL PULHAM AT ONCE '. 
I CAN'T FIGHT IT ALONEf 




GOOD LORD, THE MONSTER.' AND 
I.. I DIDN'T OUITE BELIEVE YOU? 

HURRY.'WE MUST REACH ZOLTANS - " 
BODY AND BURN IT BEFORE THE 
"THINO" GETS THERE. THEN, 
IT WILL HAVE NOTHING 
TO GO BACK TO... 




While 

PULHAM 
OROVE 
FRANTI- 
CALLY 
TOWARD 
THE 
HOUSE, 
ALAN EX- 
PLAINED 
AS MUCH 
AS HE 
COULO 
TO HIS 
FRIEND' 
SECONDS 
LATER... 



Minutes passed as pulham ano alan worked 
feverishly to uncover the remains '■ 



HURRY, CAN'T YOU? THE 
CREATURE IS COMING^ IT 
KNOWS WHAT WE'RE GOI 




Look f there's 

A SECOND COM- 
PARTMENT IN 
THIS COFFIN/ 
-THE BODY 
OF A WOMAN 
0EAD FOR MANY 
YEARS. ..AND 
THERE'S A 
LOCKET AROUND 
HER NECK? 
OOOD LORD- 

,iT's...irs- 



As THE TWO MEN STARED WITH HORROR AT THE 
MUMMIFIED FIGURE OF THE THING THAT HAD 
CALLED ITSELF "JOAN". THE TERRIBLE MEANING 
BECAME VERY CLEAR: A GREATER AND LONGER 
TORTURE HAD BEGUN FOR BOTH VINCENT ZOLTAN 
AND HIS COMPANION WHO HAD DABBLED IN BLACK 
MAGIC ANO LOST. WHAT HAPPENED TO JOAN, WAS 
THERE REALLY A JOAN? . tM0 . 



WE GUARANTEE TO SAVE-YOU MONEY! 
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Learn this Quick, Easy Way 

OVERCOME ANY ENEMY — NO MATTER HOW BIG HE IS, OR HOW SMALL YOU ARE! 

HERE'S every science of self-defense and lethal attack, wrapped up into one 
red-blooded package. This new fast-moving system will make yon tough — 
or it doesn't cost you a cent. You don't need muscles! You don't have to 




be big! You just have to know how! 

la every dynomlfe-pocked page, eiperts teoch you throve* pictures end 
Stories. How you can K.O. your enemy with on* clean seientlnc wallop! 
etow ♦• master him with punishing, brulslnq, wrestling holds! Mow to uso 
his strength to destroy himself through deadly Jiu-Jitsu. 
Never again cringe or shy away from a scrop. Imagine the wonderful 
confidence when you know that you're nobody < slave, that nobody con 
push you around. Thinh of the respect others will have for you. the safety 
they'll feel being with you. when they find out what e rough, tough, 
scrapping, deadly-efficient hellion you Con be. 

toe learn quickly and easily through our omailng new "slow-motion 
picture" method. You learn every stance, every hold, every grip as 
portrayed by our eiperts. It's last like getting personal Instruction in 
your own home. And whot's" more, you don't pay the price of 
personal instruction. The eiperts who prepared these instructions want 
every red-blooded American to know how to defend himself. They want 
to moke a "big man" of every smoll one. So the price of these book-. 
wos mode so low that everyone could offord to own them. Tes. you con t 
afford to be without them. 

We wont you to hove oil three books. We want you to be able to defend 
yaerself against any aHacher. no matter how he ftghts. Therefore, we I 
send you all 3 books for the price of only 2. 

SEND NO MONEY— RUSH COUPON NOW 

Make us prove our claims. Send no money, unless you prefer. When the 
postman delivers your package, deposit only SI. 00 plus oostoge and 
C.O.O. charges. You must be completely convinced after live doys. ot 
return the books ond your money will be refunded. ujBMuhTJ UK 

Don't wo.t until trouble strike*. .esfjlll '■. ■. M 

.##*• P.CKW.CKCO. 

odk™ Bo< 463. Times Sq. Sto. 

,# Oept. 2IOA. New York M, N. Y. 

Rush me o copy of 
G Jiu-Jitsu— 50c D Selentl«c feilng — 50c 

□ Wrestling— 50c 



# 

A ..teTlIf yo« Chech two books, we will send you the third wlthouf 
*^»v additionol charge) 

JwH Enclosed nnd S - 'loose send the book, all charges 

4% prepaid. 

A Cl Send C.O.O. I_ will_ pay an delivery, jjjut pottage ond C.O.O. 



charges. INo C.O.O. for less than SI. 001. 
NAME 



ADDRESS 
CITY. 



.ZONE. 



.STATE 



PICKWICK CO. Bo. 4*3. Times So. Sta.. New York IS 



, u*,,ini tswt it I an) net ■nMttd I <•• ™t«>n »• heeki ■Man 

5 eeys !>• i-smedielf itl.ne el lull pvttkett ptite. 









How to Make YOUR Body 
Bring You FAME 



... Instead of SHAMS ! 







Si 



Will You Let Me 
Prove I Can Make You 
a New Man ? 



IK NOW what it means to have the kind of body th»t people 
pity! Of course, you wouldn't know It to look at ma now. 
but I was once a skinny weakling who weighed only 97 lbs.' 
I was ashamed to strip for sports or undress for a swim I 
was such a poor specimen of physical development that I was 
constantly self-conscious and embarrassed. And I fell onlv 
HALF-ALIVE 

But later I discovered the srcret that turned me Into 
"The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man." And now 
I'd Hke to prove to you that the same system can make 
a NEW MAN of YOU! 

What Dynamic Tension Will Do 

For You 

I don't care how .old or young you are or 
how ashamed of your present physical condi- 
tion you may be. If you can simply raise your 
arm and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE 
to your biceps — yes. on each arm — in 
double-quick time! Only IS minutes a day 
—right In your own home— is all the time 
I ask of you! And there's no cost if I fail. 




I can broaden your shoul- 
ders, strengthen your back, 
develop your whole muscular 
system INSIDE and OUT- 
SIDE! I can add inches -to 
your chest, give you a vise- 
like grip, make those legs 
< of youm- lithe and powerful. 
1 can shoot new strength 
into your old backbone, ex- 
ercise those Inner organs, 
help you cram your body so 
full of pep. vigor and red- 
blooded vitality that you won't 
feel there's even "standing 
room" left for weakness and 
that lazy feeling! Before I 
get through with you I'll have 
your whole frame "measured" 
to a nice new, beautirul suit 
of muscle! 

Only 15 Minutes ' 
A Day 

No "ifa." "and." or "maybes " 
JuM ttll mi where you want hand- 
some, powerful muscles Are you Ut 
and flabby' Or skinny and gawky 1 
Art you short-winded, pepleis* DO 



you hold back and let other* walk 
oft with the prettiest girls beat )ob* 
etc* Then write lor details about 
"Dynamic Teanon" and learn how 1 
can make you a healthy, confident, 
powerful HE-MAN 

Dynamic Tension" is an entirely 
NATURAL method Only 15 minutes 
of your spare time daily is enough 
to show amaiing results— and It a ac- 
tually fun Dyne "iic Teaiion" does 
the work 

Dwicmic Trr.no* ' Thai s the 
ticket' The identical natural merthod 
that 1 myself developed to chant* mr 
body from the scrawny, skinny *c hosted 
weakling I was at 1? to my present 
uprr-msn physique' Thousand* of 
other fellows are becoming marv«lous 
physical specimens— my way 1 live 
you no gadgets or contraptions to- foot 
with, when you have learned to de- 
velop your strength through "Dinua- 
ic Tension." you can laugh at cm- 
Acie! muscle-makers You simply 
utlllie the DORMANT muscle-power 
in your o»n body — watch It increase 
and multiply into real, solid LIVE 
MUSCLE 

My method— "Dynamic Tension"— 
will turn the trick for you No throtp 
—every exercise is practical Antf 
man. ao easy* Spend only IS minutes 
a day in your own home from the 
very start you'll be using my method 
of "Dynamic Teasioa" almost uncon- 
sciously every minute of the day- 
walking, bending over, etc — to 
BUILD MUSCLE and VITALITY 




FIEE BOOK "*a g 3 ?;» Hh 

and Strength 



In it I talk to you In straight-frocn-thc- 

shoulder language Packed with insptrational 

picture* of myself and pupils — fellows who became N 

MEN in strength, my way. Let me snow -o. what I helped 

THEM do See what 1 can do for YOU' For a real Thrill. 

tend lor this book today. AT ONCE CHARLES atlas, 

DetH 29*C. m East 33ed Street. New York Id. N Y 




